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gaining in this manner all the richness and reality of effect that
comes from those side issues that are suddenly suggested by
the central idea in its progress, and really illumine the idea
more completely, or from those felicitous after-thoughts that
give a fuller completeness to the central scheme, and yet convey
something of the delicate charm of chance.

Ernest ~*By its means, too, he can invent an imaginary
antagonist, and convert him when he chooses by some absurdly
sophistical argument.

Gilbert. Ah! it is so easy to convert others. It is so difficult
to convert oneself. To arrive at what one really believes, one
must speak through lips different from one's own. To know
the truth one must imagine myriads of falsehoods. For what
is Truth? In matters of religion, it is simply the opinion that
has survived. In matters of science, it is the ultimate sensation.
In matters of art, it is one's last mood. And you see now,
Ernest, that the critic has at his disposal as many objective
forms of expression as the artist has. Ruskin put his criticism
into imaginative prose, and is superb in his changes and contra-
dictions; and Browning put his into blank verse and made
painter and poet yield us their secret; and M. Renan uses
dialogue, and Mr. Pater fiction, and Rossetti translated into
sonnet-music the colour of Giorgione and the design of Ingres,
and his own design and colour also, feeling, with the instinct
of one who had many modes of utterance, that the ultimate
art is literature, and the finest and fullest medium that of words.

Ernest. Well, now that you have settled that the critic has
at his disposal all objective forms, I wish you would tell me
what are the qualities that should characterize the true critic.

Gilbert. What would you say they were?

Ernest. Well, I should say that a critic should above all
things be fair.

Gilbert. Ah! not fair. A critic cannot be fair in the ordinary-
sense of the word. It is only about things that do not interest
one that one can give a really unbiased opinion, which is no
doubt the reason why an unbiased opinion is always absolutely
valueless. The man who sees both sides of a question, is a
man, who sees absolutely nothing at all. Art is a passion, and,
in matters of art, Thought is inevitably coloured by emotion,
and so is fluid rather than fixed, and, depending upon fine
moods and exquisite moments, cannot be narrowed into the
rigidity of a scientific formula or a theological dogma. It is to
the soul that Art speaks, and the soul may be made the prisoner